

The tuofl lamentable Tragedy ,> 

There is rjo^fppjimir , w^firdbonaiefeT/starh,? r ' 

In that words deathj, no words can that woe found* 

Where is my father and my mother Nurfefj : j 
Nur. Weeping and wailing ovtiT*halts coarfe : „ 

Will yon goe to them? IwiUbring.you thither, . 

Jul. W afh thejhis wounds WHhitearesjjminfrfhall be fpoitj 
W hen theirs are dry, for Homed s bamlhment. 

T ake up thofe cords ; poore yopes you are beguil'd* » 

Both you and I, for Romeo is exil’d : 

He made yo«j;f^ a|(^vv#y iliod.wjil :’r. 1 A a ; 

Butlai^idedyerin^finwijl^Sdo' -dr', bio. I yrnr:-oi'. \ 
Come cord, come Nurfe , lie to my .wedding bed* 

And death, not , take nr/maidenhead. 

Nurfe. Hye to your chamber, lie finde Romeo, 

' To comfort you ; I wot wellwherebe is, 

Harke you, your R&meo willb#bere at night : 
lie to him, he is hid at Laurewe Cell, ,'to < ’ n >y £ ml\V 

Jul. O find him, give this ring to my true Knight, 

And bid him come to rakebi^ laft farewoll • 

c |j £ .ij j rMoowotoi y-y.'in: i ''Exit; ivy. u \ 1 

Fri.Homeo come fortb,come forth thou fe'arfnll man, 

Affliftion is enamor’d of thy parts,:; 

And thou art wedded- jiojsalamity* o. ■: ' i 1 -1 ■ 

^.Father what newes ? wbajt; is the® rinces doomed hV..b'T 
What forrow craves acqv^intaneeiaemy hand, b ,f ‘nfiinrc dT 
That yet I knovy tjot ? 

Fri. Too familiar 

Is my deare fonne with fuch fowre company : . 

I bring thee tidings of the Princes doome. r x'.b a ; iA 

Ro. What Icfie than doomfday is the Princes doome ? ;• . 

Fri. A gentler judgement vanilht from his lips 5 
Not bodies death, but bodies banifhtnent. 

Rom. Ha / banilhment ? be merciful!* lay death, 

For exile hath more terrquritvhislooke, .i. >:! '/ 
Much^more than death • doe not fay banilbment. • i ' r < T - 
/’r A Here from Verova art thou bAJlilhed ; 




Be.: 

1 


of Romeo and Juliet* 

Be patient, for the world is broad ’and wide.' t.ioir: T., ; 
D Rom - There isnoworld without^erM^Wall# - C 
Buc purgatory, torture, hell it felfe. 

Hence banilbed is banilbt from the world, 

Rnd worlds exile is death. Then banilbed 
Is death mif-tearm’d : calling death banilbed 
Thou cut’ll my head off with a golden Axe, 

And foil’ll upon the ftroke that murders me. 

fri. O deadly finne ! O rude unthankfolnefle / 

Thy fault our Law calls death , but the kind Prince 
Taking thy part, hathrulht afide the law, - 
And turn’d that blacke word death to banilhment i 
This is deare mercy ,and thou feeft it not. 

‘Rm.’Tis torture, and not mercy : Heaven is here 
Where Juliet lives, and every cat and dogge, 

And little moufe, every unworthy thing , o .r tv 1 
Live here in heaven, and may looke on her, v 
Butltewwmaynot. More validity, 

Morehonourableftate, more Courtlbip lives 
In carrion flies than Romeo : they may feize 
Onthewhite wonder of deare Juliets hand. 

And fteale immortall blefling from her lips. 

Who evenin pure and Veftall modefty 
Stillblulb,as thinking their ownekiffes finne : 

This may flies doe, when I from this muft flye, 

And laill thou yet that exile is not death ? 

But Romeo may not, he is banilbed, 

Flyes may doe this,but I from this muft flye : 

They are free men , but I am banilbed. 

Hadft thou no poifon mixt,no lharpe grownd knife. 

No fudden meane of death, though nere fo meane, 

Buc Baniflied to kill me ? Banilbed / . ; ’ 

0 Frier, the damned ufe that word in hell, 

Howling attends it: how haft thou the heart, 
being a Divine, a ghoftly Confeflbr, v. 

finne Oblblver, and my Friend profeft,' 

J 0 man gle me with that word banilbed ? 
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